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THE SEVENTH REGIMENT FAIR, 




HE new armory fair of this 
favored New York regi- 
ment opened on a scale 
of brilliance and social 
consequence unsurpassed 
since the Sanitary Fair of 
blessed memory. Its dec- 
orations,on which so much 
care and skill have been 
lavished, come well within 
the scope of the art whose 
assistance Fashion agrees 
to invoke liberally on such 
occasions. The new armo- 
ry offers a noble space for 
social as well as military 
purposes. The massive 
Egyptian - looking build- 
ing, with belfry and flank- 
ing turrets on the Fourth 
Avenue side, covers an en- 
tire block ; and the great 
drill-room, two hundred by 
three hundred feet, rising 
a hundred feet to the point of the centre roof, is such 
a hall as perhaps no other city in the Union has at 
its command. Armories and factories are the only 
buildings which have sprung out of the needs of the 
nineteenth century proper, and they must develop in 
time some architectural expression as characteristic 
of our time as the Gothic town-halls and feudal cas- 
tles were of the fifteenth century. 

The best view of the hall is from the balcony over 
the broad entrance. From this point one marks the 
simple dignity of the place, the broad arch of the 
armory, the clear light from its raised centre roof, the 
ruddy tones of its panels of lacqured pine, the gray- 
washed walls in shadow tint forbidding glare, the 
olive open-work of the trusses which spring from floor 
to ceiling. The strong colors of the company booths 
glow down the hall, and one might fancy them the 
splendid tents of a second Ashby-de-la-Zouch. It is 
a tournament of taste to which the companies of 
the regiment have challenged each other. The 
steady light falls kindly on the flower-temple in the 
centre, a six-sided pavilion, whose storied arches, 
cross-railings below and lantern above, are a bower of 
evergreen, with airy cornice and cresting of palms 
and stove-plants. Around its flower-laden counters 
Daphne and Rhodora dispense bouquets and give 
change in coquettish glances. Around it is the 
gay bivouac of color and fretted ornament where 
hang the ensigns of the rivalling companies, whose 
light pavilion and tented canopies are grouped in pic- 
turesque ordering. The first glance is a lesson in the 
value of color; for the stately maroon canopy of Com- 
pany H and the equally strong and brilliant blue of 



skilfully carried out in Company B's tent by making 
the brilliant French blue the main color of base and 
arches, with the red and white as cornice folds below 
the gilt spear-cresting. Its royal color went near to 
kill the effect of Company F's Moorish bazar, in pale 
chocolate and Chinese yellow, with painted decora- 
tions of plaques and vases. The light blue counters 
with their blue and white awnings, however, showed 
good arrangement of their contents with regard to 
surrounding colors, a point which has everything to 
do with happy effect in this fair business. Light blue 
couvrettes and knitting were kept forward, and Ital- 
ian scarfs, in soft blue, rose, and white, hung together 
at the corners, lending a grace of neighborhood to 
the stylish Dunlap case of correct narrow-brimmed 
dress-hats and plumed beavers for ladies. It is a trifle, 
if anything is trifling to taste, but what eye can help 
feeling the discomfort when a line of lovely rose- 
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size just too small 




OLD ENGLISH CANOPY — BOOTH OF COMPANY H. 



Company B's marquee glow with a satisfying depth 
among the lighter structures. What would not appear 
at first thought, they light well in the evening, the 
blue especially. This experiment with the tricolor, 
the most difficult combination to manage, has been 



colors and cream-white wools is 
horrible red satin pincushion, in 
for an ottoman ? 

Company A's Moorish bazar has been happily ar- 
ranged for the harmony of its wares with the place 
which holds them. The counter is covered with small 
Persian mats, its banner-screens of ecru and pongee, 
embroidered or painted in bright rose, ranging in a 
second course of color which would be just right un- 
der its light arches picked out with vermilion, if the 
little flags and shields above were torn down. The 
sight of the national colors in decorative work does 
not tend to a fervor of patriotism, and the irrepressible 
sentiment on seeing it in a good many situations has 
grown to be, " Tear down that flaunting rag" — a heresy 
for which I hope to be pardoned on full proof and pro- 
fession of loyalty. A great ensign is beautiful on the 
field : as the breeze breaks, its stripes and its colors take 

fire in the sunlight ; but 
in miniature, any mer- 
chant-flag looks better. 
Nowhere in the build- 
ing is it shown more 
tastefully than in Huy- 
ler's confectionery, 
whose counters and 
frames, cased in light 
blue, have small droop- 
ed crossing flags for 
heading on each side. 

The old English can- 
opy by J. & R. Lamb, 
the church designers, 
which shelters the art- 
goods of Company H, 
is a rich piece of color, 
its heavy maroon dra- 
peries being looped to 
show deep olive and 
orange headings, the 
cipher of the com- 
pany worked in gold 
on shields of maroon 
velvet against the trophies of flags which keep the 
olive and orange colors uppermost. As becomes 
the dignity of such a stately shrine, pincushions 
and toilet mats are banished for a show of pretty 
artistic work which smacks of the Decorative Society. 



come very near 
suggest by any 



Just beyond it is the stand of Company K, all in mar- 
tial scarlet save the gilded spear-tips and the drums 
stacked on the scarlet plinth. The green Chinese 
structure of Company G shows under its boat-shaped 
roof some of the costliest wares of the fair, in dia- 
monds and silver. The light half-Gothic frame and 
crimson draperies of Company D's pavilion might be 
Celia's arbor for cheerfulness and fancy of coloring * 
for Mr. Vors's design almost disappears under a snow 
and flush of fleecy knitting and bijouterie. Like alt of 
Mr. Vors's work, it is nothing if not lively and fanciful. 
Those curtains might shade Rowena, but the Rowena 
seen there was placid and middle-aged, and seriously 
debating the placing of silver vases and writing-desks 
among the zephyrs and silk lamp-shades. 

Company I sells knapsacks of spool-cotton and 
other most profitable indispensables under a striped 
garden tent, of graceful design supported by lean- 
ing spears ; and gayest, and car- 
ried out in complete taste, the 
kiosk of Company C rears its 
dome with full moon and star, 
probably to assure the world they 
are not good Mahometans. No 
prettier design graces the floor 
than this model of an Eastern 
pleasure - house, its bulb roof 
banded in light green and ecru, 
its slender pillars picked out with 
vermilion, and panels painted with 
traceries of reds. A Persian awn- 
XyfP' ing of striped ecru, red and gold 

stuff is suspended on silken cords 
above the projecting counter, 
while slight festoons of red silk 
at the height of the arches and 
faience vases of red and bronzed 
leaved plants repeat the joyous 
coloring, in tone with the gay, 
charming harmony which even 
the pincushions and toilet-mat s 
respecting. Far be it from me to 
light wording that the Seventh 
Regiment Fair has only lady-work to display, when 
one can buy there, if it please him, a yacht, dia- 
monds, cases of lovely crystal, a Windsor wagon, a 
blanket dressing-gown with pink-striped border, or 
sweeten himself with all of Colgate's essences and 
perfumes lay in choice groceries, take his supply 
of cigars, or carry home a three-cent bag of salt ; but 

" Non cuivis conting-it adire Corinthum." 

And now you have but glanced at half the fair, and 
its riches are to follow. 

The Fourth Avenue end, the ' 
m g>" gives up the officers' 
quarters on the lower floor 
for reception - rooms ; but at 
the end of the hall opens the 
corner grocery, an aesthetic 
grocery with door and win- 
dow-casings sweetly cased in 
blue silesia, to contrast with 
shelves lined with gray Florida 
moss, where an array of can- 
ned fruit with painted labels, 
French plums and fig -cases, 
and jet glossy Heidsieck bot- 
tles is so brightly arranged that 
marketing becomes a fine art, 
and the four palmettos spring- 
ing from the sides of the cen- 
tre pyramid of boxes and the 
cashier's desk, draped with 

gray moss, shed a sentiment even over the boxes of 
bluing and piles of salt-bags. The oriental tea-room, 
a few doors farther on, is a perfect bit of decoration, 
which carries out the Chinese-Japanese-fan-parasol 
mania delightfully. A Chinese canopy, chintz-figured 
without, and within overhangs the central stand ; there 
is a line of butterfly fans for cornice, another at the 
height of the wainscot, white and gold-dust fans one 
side the wall, blue and white fans the other, red and 
pink fans opposite, Chinese lanterns with round para- 
sols open over for shades, partly open parasols for the 
peaks of everything, pointed parasols at the tops of the 
pillars instead of gilt spear-heads, parasols rosettewise, 
endwise, crosswise, till the room seems possessed by a 
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swarm of gigantic butterflies in gala colors, and the 
effect is so light, gay, and gossipy that you under- 
stand how the passion for Chinese fashions came 
about in the days of The Spectator and why Queen 
Anne adopted sprigged chintzes, and feel quite capa- 
ble of sipping sixteen cupfuls of tea and talking 
divinest scandal over it like Walpole of Strawberry 
Hill himself. 

Upstairs in the company-rooms is diversion enough 
for a Vermont muster — a stereopticon, Punch and 
Judy, a toy-shop to set children raving, and Company 
G's Old Curiosity Shop to ravish the hearts of chil- 
dren of a larger growth. Though limited, no loan 




REAR VIEW OF MOORISH PAVILION OF COMPANY F. 



collection yet held has surpassed this in value and 
the splendor of individual pieces. There is a clock in 
each corner — a clock with a history — one in a Flem- 
ish case inlaid with tulip-wood, and one whose works 
were found in Hackensack woods in the Revolution, 
and its cherry-wood case made by the family who 
found them. There is the Princess of Leuchtenberg's 
wedding fan, of gold and pearl, painted with scenes 
from the Arabian Nights, and the court sword of 
Charles XI. of Sweden, with onyx and gold hilt ; the 
sword the State presented Major -General Jacob 
Brown, and one lent by Col. Edward Kent, the most 
utterly gorgeous sword that ever entered republican 
imagination, a Toledo ribbon blade slender and pol- 
ished till the look of it cuts the sight, the cross 
above its sacred olive-wood hilt set with a single 
diamond with golden rays, great topazes on the cross- 
guard, and crusting of hundreds of turquoises and 
rubies, and the fighting legend, " Dulce meum terra 
tecit." Here, too, is the Gibbs collection of Peruvian 
antiquities, some of which the owner would not 
change against the ruby in Colonel Kent's sword. 
Certainly not that beautiful mummy-head of a slain 
Peruvian warrior, preserved by a pleasant process 
which reduced it to the size of a china orange, with 
the features, perfect, and the long flowing hair jet and 
glossy as if alive. These heads are jealously-guarded 
relics of the Indian tribes, and only three are known 
in civilized possession — one at Wesleyan University, 

one in Europe, 
and this in Mr. 
Gibbs 's collec- 
tion, for which 
the British Mu- 
seum would 
give him hun- 
dreds of pounds. 
Mark how close- 
ly the shape of 
the Peruvian 
vases resembles 
the little bibe- 
rons in the Ces- 
nola collection, 
and how the 
features of the 
stone images 
bear a family 
likeness to the jesting Phoenicians in the hall of the 
Art Museum. 

If you are an autograph-hunter, here are stores of 
old letters and signatures, and you will find something 
of a man more than biographies can give you, in his 



turns of phrase in a letter, and the flourish with which 
he writes his name. The sprigged green and white 
china teapot presented to Mrs. Maria Livingston Jay 
by Benjamin Franklin when he was in Paris with Mr. 
fay arranging for the peace, is precisely the sprig of 
which Lady Washington was so fond in china and 
brocade, and may have raised mild envy in her well- 
ordered mind. Mrs. John H. Kemp lends a piece of 
chintz bed-curtain given by Lafayette to Mrs. Wash- 
ington, a patriotic cotton, unbleached and strong, 
printed in red/with medallions of illustrious Ameri- 
cans at the altar of liberty, showing portraits of 
Washington, Hancock, Steuben, and a score besides. 
No man ought to be sure of his fame 
till he has been emblazoned on a cot- 
ton spread in good madder dye, to go 
down to future loan collections. There 
is an old Danish cabinet of carved oak, 
and a beautiful Spanish muniment- 
chest, with straps of pierced steel-work, 
full of curious little drawers inlaid with 
gold and ivory, of beautiful workman- 
ship, which the fortunate owner found 
in a Spanish farm-house. Tiffany & 
Co. have a case which surpasses all 
their previous contributions to loan 
collections, notably a superb Indian 
necklace of turquoises from Jeypore, a 
crusted half-collar with thick fringe of 
turquoise and gray pearls, of lovely 
barbaric design, and a fac-simile of In- 
dian ornaments brought home by the 
Prince of Wales, eight pieces composed 
of medallion portraits of the sove- 
reigns and princesses of India, with the 
beautiful Nourmahal for the largest 
brooch. There are some choice old books lent by Mr. 
Gibbs, De Vega's History of the Peruvians, from 
which Prescott drew largely for material for his Con- 
quest of Peru, and a Latin work on hydraulics, in 
which figures a vessel with paddle-wheels like the old 
side-wheel river craft. I shall have nothing to say 
about the gilded brick from the Old South of Boston, 
or the tablet from the Old Dutch Church, or the 
portraits of Marshal Ney and his wife, the latter a 
Josephine with black eyes, for everything cannot be 
described in one number of this magazine ; but loyalty 
and love for old china forbid passing Dr. Ferguson's 
case of revolutionary pitchers and plates of Liverpool 







thoughtful kindnesses for a chance visitor which 
make the fair a pleasanter recollection than all its 
curios. 

Up ,the broad oaK stairway, with its thick solid 
steps and risers for the tread of marching men, in the 
third story, we find the gymnasium with its em- 
brasured windows 
and four more 
rooms of goodly 
size all turned into 
a picture gallery, 
filled with the 
treasures of the 
finest private col- 
lections of the city. 
If there is no great 
picture here to 
make the fame of 
the gallery, it is 
nevertheless filled 
with pictures so 
fine, of such high 

and even excellence, that the fair will be an oc- 
casion of devout thankfulness to those who genu- 
inely love good pictures, and whose great and abid- 
ing enjoyment of such favors would surely be some 
return to those whose favor gives the pleasure, 
could it be conveyed. With what undying pleasure 
one thinks, years after, of a picture whose grace or 
sentiment has touched him! And there are many 
such to remember in this gallery. The turn of the 
head in Jacquet's exquisite girl with a tea-rose cheek 
dreaming in a garden corner it would be pleasing to 
contrast with Boughton's " Last Rose of Summer," a 
variation on the same subject. You will pause before 
Merle's "Peasant Girl of Brittany," with her deep, 
velvet eyes, to which the workmen hanging pictures 
turned to steal a lingering look; Bonnat's Italian 
beauty, aged four perhaps, born for the confusion of 
men, with her grave, delicious pout and stubbornly- 
clasped thumb of the dimpled hand, one longs to kiss 
in spite of its unmistakable grime ; Vibert's " Sacred 
Music in a Convent;" Hamon's " Spring," who leads 
Cupid in leash among her opening iris and almond 
blossoms, lest he should pick her flowers, a love so 
innocent and so snubbed for his ignorant naughtiness 
that even Spring regrets to chide him. Why cannot 
there be some time a Hamon gallery got together, of 
the pictures New York has known for a dozen years 
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ENGLISH GOTHIC BOOTH OF COMPANY D. 



ware, with its rare prints and pieces. Two pitchers 
of early Wedgwood, in lavender and white, and some 
Staffordshire china add value to the collection, and 
two delicious demure little cups of Caughley ware 
wake more desire than all the rest put together. I 
must not omit to note also some exquisite pieces of 
the finer Chinese porcelain lent by R. E. Moore. The 
principal piece is a vase, 28 inches high, covered with 
a deep mazarine blue glaze crackle, having the seal 
mark of the Emperor Keen-Lung. As the door of 
Company G's Curiosity Shop closes, it shuts on some- 
thing besides relics and rarities, for the room will al- 
ways have for one a perfume of ready courtesy and 



of this painter of Greek allegory and ideal beauty? 
This is to speak only of one ©r two of the pictures 
that personally please me, not as giving any notion of 
the gallery. The sight of the Claghorn collection of 
prints is the great favor of the fair ; but it fills two 
rooms, and one must take days to know anything 
about it. There is a room for the model craft of the 
New York Yacht Club, and a large crayon after De 
Haas's likeness of Mr. Bennett's yacht from Mr. 
Ludovici's pencil shows him as faithful in taking the 
lines of a sailing vessel as in his portraits of the 
officers of the regiment downstairs. 

Shirley Dare, 



